A forlisbkre Tragedy^ 

Vou haue been ftill vnkinde to mce: 

Hup Faith,and fo I thinkel haue: 

I did my murthers roughly out of hand, 

Defperate and luddaine,but thou haft deuiz'd 
A fine way now to kill me, thou haft ginen mine eics 
Scauen woonds a peece ; now glides the deuill from 
mee 5 depattes at cuery ioynt, heaues vp my nailes*: 
Oh catch him new torments,that were near inueted, 
Binde him one thoufand more you blefted Angells 
In that pit bottomleflej let him not rife 
To make men a& vnnaturall tragedies 
To fpred into a father, and infurie, 

Make him his childrens executioners : 

Murder his wife, his feruan; s, and who not/ 

For that man's darke, where heauen is quite forgot. 
Wi. Oh my repentant husband. 

Huf. My dcerc loull, whom I too muchhaue wrongd. 
For death I die, and for this haue I longd. 

Wi. Thou fholdft not (be affurde) for thefe faults die, 
If the law cold forgiue affoonc as I* 

Huf, What fight is yonder? children laid cut, 

Wi. Oh our two bleeding boyes laid forth vpon 
thethrcfholde. (crack 

Hu, Beer’s weight enough to make a heart-ftring 
Oh were it lawfull that your prettie foules 
Might looke from heauen into your fathers eyes. 
Then fhould you fee the penitent glaffes melt. 

And both your murthers fhoote vpon my cheekes. 
But you are playing in the Angells lappes, 

And will not looke on me. 


mm 




william Shakespeare A Yorkshire Tragedy londo 


. ^ ror hbkreTragedy] 

Oh ) ou 10 hegcrerv. 

i°ouw tv,a " "O'"’ 

Though I *d b '? youl ' uln S were again c ■ 

4,1 ° , l , , erforrw « 

S>Th fi “ y t th0U ‘ 1 ’ alt notgoe: ■ * 

Lctfr, lfl ("T’'; arc thcirc '«naIIioyef 

Uneioyiiyctvnmurdered; 

a '" urffi 7°“rioy-s m him. ' 

H ' “ “ thcn Of « my poorebusbands lift: 
Heaum glue my body ftrength. which yet is fame 

SSr^ 11 »iCT 

To Oftid f ’ n , omberv P a11 my friends, ’ 

lo plead for pardon my deare husbands lift. 
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